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Autobiographical Poems

TO MY SISTER1

ACEOSS the trackless seas I go,

No matter when or where,
And few my future lot will know,

And fewer still will care.
My hopes are gone, my time is spent,

I little heed their loss,
And if I cannot feel content,

I cannot feel remorse.

My parents bid me cross the flood,

My kindred frowned at me;
They say I have belied my blood,

And stained my pedigree.
But I must turn from those who chide,

And laugh at those who frown ;
I cannot quench my stubborn pride,

Nor keep my spirits down.

I once had talents fit to win

Success in life's career,
And if I chose a part of sm,

My choice has cost me dear.

1 Written August 4,1853, being three days before lie sailed
for Australia.                         *
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